Qjira, to Jfer Lover

J AM waiting in the desert, looking out towards the sunset,
And counting every moment till we meet.
I am waiting by the marshes ana I tremble and I listen
Till the soft sands thrill beneath your coming feet

Till I see you, tall and slender, standing clear against the

A graceful shade across the lingering red,
While your hair the breezes ruffle, turns to silver in the

twilight,
And makes a fair faint aureole round your head.

Far away towards the sunset I can see a narrow river,
That unwinds itself in red tranquillity;
I can hear its rippled meeting, and the gurgle of its greeting,
As it mingles with the loved an<* long sought sea.

In the purple sky above me showing dark against the star-
light,

Long wavering flights of homeward birds fly low,
They cry each one to the other, and their weird and wistful

calling,
Makes most melancholy music as they ga